THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

imagination I wrote, very rapidly, several disjointed
passages which I thought might fit later into some
shapely frame as yet undesigned.

There was a passage about watching a single high
partridge coming over a hedge like a black star in the sky,
and how, in its swift mounting approach it looks so
intent and almost vindictive, like a bolt from the sling of
an enemy, and how, the moment one goes to pick it up
behind one, it seems so frail and harmless:

Here, alas!

Here it is on the grass.

Here dead did it fall;

And now lies so pathetic and small,

Weary small head, soft feathers, a little bird,

Such as long ago heard,

Standing eager and trustful arow,

(Heads up, being little) the happy miraculous words,

The voice of the tender St. Francis, so patient and slow

As he spoke to the birds:

As he told the small birds that brothers, though simple,

they were,
And the Lord had a thought for the fate of each bird of

the air;

Though three farthings each worth
It was known to the Lord as the greatest and proudest

on earth. . , .
And he, 'neath the sky,
So vasty and frore,
Though a gown and a rope and a cowl and a halo he

wore
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